Walking thus towards a pleasant Grove,
What did, it seem'd, in new delight
The pleasures of the time unite^
To give a triumph to their love,
They stayed at last, and on the Grass
Reposed so, as o'r his breast
She bow'd her gracious head to rest,
Such a weight as no burden was.
When with a sweet, though troubled look,
She first brake silence, saying. Dear friend,
O that our love might take no end,
Or never had beginning took!
I speak not this with a false heart^
(Wherewith his hand she gently strain* d)
Or that would change a love maintain'd
With so much faith on either part.
Nay, I protest, though Death with his
Worst Counsel should divide us here,
His terrors could not make me fear,
To come where your lov*d presence is.
Only if loves fire with the breath
Of life be kindled, I doubt,
With our last air 'twill be breathed out,
And quenched with the cold of death.
Then with a look, it seem'd, deny'd
All earthly pow'r but hers, yet so,
As if to her breath he did ow
This borrowed life, he thus repli'd ;